
The Hisiory of 

Fd4You rogue, here’s Lime in this Sack too ,t here is nothinp 
but roguery to be found in villanous majyet acoward is w 0 J 
then a cup of lack with lane in it,Avilianous coward, gotu 
wares, old Iaeke , die when thou wilt:ifman hood, good ajj, 
-hood be not forgot upon the face of the earth,then am I a 
ten herring.-there lives not ?.good men unhang’d in EngUnl 
and one of them is fat, and growes oldjGod helpe the while 
a bad world I lay : I would I were a weaver , I could fine 
Plalmcsjorany thing. A plague of all cowards, I fayftjlj, ° 
Prin . How now Wool-facke, what mutter you ? 

Tat. A Kings Son? ifl doe not beat thee out of thy Kingdom 
with a dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Subj :<fts afore thee 
like a fiocke of Wild-geefe, i’le never weare haire on my fi C c 
more, you Prince of Wale*} ■ 1 

Prin, Why, you horlon round man, what’s the matter ? 
TV. Are you not a coward ? anfwer me to that,and Paines 
there. 

Trin. Zounds ye fat paunch^nd ye call me coward, by the 
Lord i’le lhb thee. 

F^/. I call thee coward ? i’le fee thee damn’d e re I call thee 
coward,but,I would give a thoufand pound I could runneat 
fall as thou canft.You arc ftraight enough in the fhoulders,you 
care not who leesyour backc : call you that backing of your 
fnends?a plague upon luch backing : give me them that will 
face me, give me a cup of £icke,I am a rogue if I drunkerodsy 
Prm.O villaine,thy lipsare Icarce wip’d fince thou dmnk’ft 
M. F^/.Alls one for that. Hcdr'mkes, 

A plague of all cowards (till, jay I. 

‘Pri *. What’s the matter ? 

, What’s the matter ? heerc be foure ofus.havetanca 
tnouland pound this morning. 

-Paw. Where is it,/ 4 c^,wherc is it ? 

F<p/1 Where is it ? taken from us it is j a hundred upon 
poore foure of us. 

Prin. What,a hundred, ma n ? 

Jal.l am a rogueif I were not at halfe fword with a down 
or them two houres togcther.I have leaped by miracle. I am 
eight times thruft thorow the Doublet, foure thorow the 

Hofe, 


‘Henry the Fourth. 

Hofe, my buckler cut thorow and thorow,my Sword haek’t 
like a hand-faw/«v jtgnnm, I never dealt better (incc I was a 
man, all would not do. A plagueofall cowards let them 
Ipeake, if they fpeake more or leffj then truth , they are vil- 
lames,and the fonnes of darknelfe. 

<W.Speake,firs, liow was it i* 

fafiWc foure fet upon a dozen. 

t itlf. Sixteetie at leaft, my Lord. 

faff. And bound them. ' ' ‘ • 

jVm.No, no th^ r were not bound. 

TatfPioo rogue.they were bound,cvery man of them, or I 
am a lew elfe,an Hebrew I err. ( us. 

faff. As we were fharing,fome 6, or 7 . frefh men fet upon 
F alf. And unbound the reft, and then came in the other. 
Pm.What .fought ye with them all ? 

Talf, .All ? I know not whatyou call alhbutifl fought not 
with fifty of them, I am a bunch ofRadifh : iftherc were not 
two or three and fifty upon poore old fak., then am I no 
twoleg’d creature. 

Poi*. Pray God you have not murthered feme of them. 
Tat. Nay that s paft praying for, I have pepper’d two of 
them • Two I am fure I nave payed, two ropues in Buckrom 
futes:I tell thee what,fl*/,ifl tell thee a lie,fpit in my face ; cal 
me Horfe .-thou kno weft my old word : here I lay,and thus I 
bore my pointjfbure rogues in Buckrogr let drive at me. 
Pm.What,foure ? thou faidft but two, even now. 
rat, Foure Hat. I told thee foure. 

Poin. J,T ; he laid foure. 

Frf/.Tbcfe foure came all afront,and mainely thruft at me • 

f”g*Z“ orc adoc,b “ “** a " their fCTO1 ?° im in w 

I, foure, in Buckrom futes. 
^^hcfeHnts^Iamavnfc elfci 

P> - 7, -I>and marke thee too Jacfa . 

Fnlf . . 






